Yoga', and often has she told me how she would sit
for long periods of time watching always to see that
the ink on her pen was kept wet, ready to write
down the first word that would come as the Swami
would emerge from the depths of self-contemplation
into which he had plunged, to discover the true mean-
ing of the terse Sanskrit phrases. It was she also who
prepared all his American publications for the press.
And so great was Swami Vivekananda's confidence in
her ability, that he would pass the type-written trans-
criptions of his lectures over to her with the instruction
to do with them what she thought best; for his own
indifference to the fruits of his work was so extreme,
that he could not be induced to give even a cursory
gJance at his recorded words.

Through this constant faithful service with heart and
brain, the disciple's mind became so at one with the
master s that, even without the aid of shorthand, she
was able to transcribe his teaching with wonderful full-
ness and accuracy. As she herself said, it was as if
the thought of Swami Vivekananda flowed through her
and wrote itself upon the page. Once when she was
reading a portion of these same notes to some tardy
arrivals in the Thousand Island Park home, the Swami
paced up and down the floor, apparently unconscious